point of repair and the mainland there was always an
impassible void, a sort of no man's land which the wiz-
ardry of the artist had encumbered with shell holes and
quagmires and barbed wire.
In the case of Katsimbalis there was a quality which, as
a writer, I feel to be of the utmost importance where the
'art of story telling is concerned—the complete disregard
of the element of time. He never began in the profes-
sional way; he began by fumbling about, sparring for an '
opening, so to speak. The story usually began when he
had come to a knot-hole, when, in order to really launch '
himself, he would take a tremendous step backward, fig-
uratively, to be sure, saying as he tweaked his nose—"look
here, did you never notice that. , . ." or "I say, has'it
ever happened to you that. . . ." and, not waiting for a
yes or a no, his eyes becoming glazed by the surge of in-
ward light, he would actually tumble backwards into the
deep well in which all his stories had their source and,
gripping the slippery walls of his narrative with finger
and toe, he would slowly clamber to the surface, puffing,
gasping, shaking himself like a dog to free himself of the
last remaining particles of wrack and slime and star-dust.
Sometimes, in taking the backward plunge, he would hit
the bottom with such a thud that he was speechless: one
could look into the pupil of his eyes and see him lying
there heljjless as a star-fish, a great sprawling mass of
flesh lying face up and counting the stars, counting and
naming them in fat, unbroken stupefaction as if to make
a colossally unthinkable pattern on which to weave the
story which would come to His lips when he would catch
his breath again.
The great star-fish, as I was saying, was sound asleep be-
fore ever we got to Nauplia. He had sprawled out on the

